'Tor Prirata Cirrabti?- criy; 



SYED H08AIN BILCRfiHL 



ifJilph 1 vali ab: 
AT n. u, TIM; Ni/r.rn (i(*vv, 



Beata Victoria! 



Mother of men ! nay, by what sweeter name 
Can wo invoke thee in our prayer p For Fame 
Is but a gif tless almoner of thine, 
Until tliou fill his hand with gifts divine, 
Grcafc Mother Empress Queon I 

Supremo of woman-kind, supreme in all 

Thy sex's highest sanctities I No call 

Of Queenly duty light or heavy-laid 

Might find thy dauntless woman's heart afraid, 

Groat Mothor Bmprosai Quoon f 



All gifts were thine all trials too that chasten. 
Uplift, ennoble, for none might stay or hasten 
God's hand : thine too all homely joys, and glories 
Of war or peace that live in deathless stories. 
Great Mothet Empress Queen ! 

Thy triumphs are all merciful : not as 
Imperial Borne, oft flaunting to the gaze 

Of crowds debauched with god-loss sights and games, 


A captive nation's ills end cruel shames, 

Qreat Mother Empress~Queen I 



Thy casket held far other gifts than erst 
Pandora's. Hers of lurid fire accurst, 
But thine, Victoria ! came on angel wings 
Blazonod with Heaven's own radiant quarterings, 
Great Mother Empress Queen I 

Which of thy gifts was highest none may know : 
But surely Heaven's fore-knowledge would bestow 
Fortitude first for hours of straitest trial, 
Most nobly borne in lifelong self-denial, 
Great MotherEmpress Queen I 



Wisdom canie next with balanced self-control 
Controlling vorlds regenerate. Thy soul 
Is law to sonls 3 thy mind to other minds, 

-And so thy rulo a mighty empire binds, 

t 

Groat Mother Empress Queen ! 

When alien lands, not alien now, V;OTC <jh*on, 
(treat realms for which great kinpi linrt r.! riven. 
Ho gavo tlioo (JIi'WeMfy an ivhlcd gi j t.ct b , 
With ei'itml lovo Who loveth ovtry rar* , 
Orout Uothor IS 



Thy lieges, legions in this lar - 1 and 

Swayed by the sun in foally t tliee, 

Turn thc k m lor help and succour to tho west 

Whore faith and hope at last have found a rest, 

Grenfc Mothw EniprGBS Quoon ! 




Oh ! that my country could behold 1 

And carded brow, wherein is queenly grace 

Woven with, weft of many -tangled caro, 

Pale with high thought, but kind and debonair, 

Grout Mother Empress Queen 1 



Oacc stood I iu iliy presence, even I 
Thy bondman, and belielcl thy majesty ; 
Bent my knee in service ; heard thce speak 
Kindly accents, and spoke back in rov'rcnce mock, 
Greaii Mother Empress Queen ! 

Oh ! may thy life bo long for us, groat one I 
And whon in God's own time thy work is done, 
Then may thy many-do wored mantle fall 
From son to giftocl son in slow recall, 
Great Mother Empress Qucon t 



Uncertain Harmonies 



There is a oharm that silence wields 

In sylvan solitudes, 
Whore twilight dwells enthroned in leafy bowers, 

And blossoms drop like dew in golden showers, 
A music that preludes 

Sweet songs, perchance rehearsed in fair Blysian fields. 

By far oQT sweeps of yonder stream 

And reaches verdurous, 

Whevo trees foregather round a pool embayed, 
While at thoir feet is oft a breeze delayed 

For frolics venturous 
In the cool depth below where shadows lie and dream. 
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Or in somo Ilimabytm grova 

Of redolont deodar, 

And gnarled oak and rhododendron rod, 
With tawny moss and fern well garmented, 

WLilo marshalled not iifar 
"Watch yotoran peuks of snow tliafc scorn to live and move, 

.And on the velvet, piled beneath 

By many an autumn's spoil, 
Empurpled shadows glnnring to and fro 
Hold in the glinting sun a fairy aliow, 

Wkercia u living coil 
Of teeming gems is diMonUingli'd on the hoath. 



Here haply once a Rishi dwelt 

Favoured of mighty Brahrn, 
Close comrade long of rook, and snow and storm, 
Familiar friend of every forest form, 

In contemplation calm 
Of Gild's pervading aouso hi all he saw orfolt, 

And haply many an autumn night 

Ero winter storms began, 
Behind yon copso he watched the eastern skius* f 
And darkling saw tho lambent planet rise* 

Behold her fingers wan 
Transfuse a dismal world with circumambient- light. 



10 

Or where in Taint remembrance of 

A half forgotten dream, 

With borrowed blooms and skill of light and shade 
Man has, perchance, a feigned BcTen made 

By some still lake or stream, 
"\Yhero raping may dwell a passing day and v/aste his love. 

Iloro in such npofcs of God's fair earth 

Away from jarring strife, 

Sotao favoured soul, though prisoned, still may hear 
Faint far off echoes of another sphere 

Whore spirits sing of life 
Informed with love divine of pure celestial birth. 
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As erst the Broad-browed Grecian knew; 

Or he that heard the stars 
Sing like an angel, in tlioir orbits dim 
" Still quiring to tho young-eyed cherubim" ; 

Or the blind bard or Mars ; 
Ox' iTaluro'a jioatilT-prieeib v,'lio \roro the laarcllcd brow. 

Thceo hoard It thf-so iMid otlior sc^rs 

And sinjors of all time, 
And skvpod tlioir aould Jn liarmoiiy divine, 
And Crin^in^ 1 doon of tliat ollrrrul wiuo 

Brul:o forth hi Burainn uuljliiao 
Of primer or praise or love to bless unending years. 
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It halh uncertain harmonics 

Tuned to the listner's mood: 
Now sad as is the sigh of dying wave, 
And now with joy'ci. omnipotence to save 

Despairing souls that brood 
In darkening hours of life o'er Fate's funereal seas. 
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England and India 

I 

England ! 'tis meet that or for ^oal or woo, 
In calm or storm, our chosen pliicu ahould bo 
Where honor calU us by tho fiiilc of tbco, 
Thy friend be friend to us, our bitb'rust foo 
The traitorous knavo who .schrmcB thy overthrow 
For liko to Lsrnol in oapti \rifcy, 
We onoo woro thrulls till l-liou <li<lrit act us f roe 
And givo ," peace unknown from lunjj ;>jo, 



Aye, pcaeo unhnown ! whon wn wore ftoro bostoad, 
And previous \\oro the biinloiiH tliat vo bore ; 
Rut now if ])ra!o ihc-ro J>o find rest divlr.o, 
Good will 'Lvoon n*n and pfuco 9 aiul all Ihnt'n bred 
Tliorcof vlun lawlos mi^jhl is friircd no nioro, 
To Lhuo wo owe tliem all, thcKo gifts aro thine. 
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II 

And we have shared thy travail and thy toil, 
And followed thee to feast and fray, and done 
Thy bidding, and our stalwart sons hayo gone 
Death-ward for theo in many au evil broil, 
Arid with their blood havo moistened many a soil, 
Hearing thy dauntless banner in the sun, 
And flunk to flank with thcj much ^lory won, 
To thy bright crown a not uuwortliy foil. 

Nay judge not harshly, England 1 if there be 
That think not coward shame to rend their troth 
"With treason's bodkin, an unworthy crow 
Shacklocl in heart, though tliou hast sot them free, 
Whoso valour woaroth out in wordy froth : 
Forgive them all, thoy know not what thoy do. 



Triplets 

Even as the fiowors are, co art them, 

Bright and svreet and joyous, 
Muidou of ilic sunny l;ro\v ! 

Even as the inoru is, so nrt ihou, 

Proih 13 tlic virgin clo\v 
Upon thy fjoldnn f^ 



Even as the stars arc, RO art thon, 

Tho poetry of honvcn id 
Under thy arcbod brow, 

Even as tho soul is, so art thou, 

And love and lifo and light 
Arc circled round thy brow. 
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Green bank of grass and maiden hair 

Wound round a purling brook 
In summer, ia 'pas ing fair : 

Where roses climb half way 

To Irelliscd jessamine, 
Soothing iLo oultry day ; 



And plnwored blooms of VfrihrZ* spread 

Beneath, n:iil yclluw Ghnmp'trf 
Blitho Spring's own bridal bod, 



'Tin ever aweot ; but sweeter tlion 
And fiiirei 1 , aye, and i^rer, 
of the golden brow I 



Do T lovo theo ? Ak not a 

Tho stnis aboyo thoe answer 
And tho floworful plain. 



Minxusnpa Ebnui (Hiiidi Maulsiri). f JUIcht-Ua Chompaca, 
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Sonnet 

I doubt if ITeav'n lias anything more fair, 
Nothing on earth isluilf so fair as she, 
Or flireot, or half BO wnrni, or womanly* 

Not in Sicilian plains, or fur Oashmnre, 
ir^pcriun ficMtt, or hlcc-viowcd Isfil/firi, 
Blooinod hiul, or ripened fruit of richer lino 
Than on her sunny faconml forchya'l froo. 

Ko k-thal weapons in hor armoury 

She keeps, or barbed \vords of gull and rue; 
But kindly wit, amVoy*'s"of lioavenly blue 

For wingNi ghinccs ; witching snulcH fur fri 
With many u namoltw \vay o winning thorn* 
On hor cliaato bosom gliBlons not a goto, 

Ilor procioao woman 1 ** heart niukos rare 



Sonnet 

Of powurs on earth, tliat make or mar mail's life 
la chiofci't woman. Conscience, honour, truth, 
Ambition, love of peace or love of strife, 
MeliiLfiou, chance that coition when lifo is fiinooth 
And (urns its course awry, or fear of death, 
Aru nil most potent arms of dostiuj ; 
IJufc woman crowns tJiuin all. T?rorn hop ahreath, 
A tone c h token, touch, or Blanco of cyb 
O'ornittHtortf all. ! Woman ! thou art Fato 
Without Fatc*H l>liii(In(?fiH. Not clivino art thou, 
Yet Rurcly nearest Clod iu form and state 
Of all hia works* 

And when Tfo carved ihy brow, 
Sweet friend, and lit thino eyefj with light of day 
I Id flhed on theo hia moflt diviuoKt ray* 
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Old Year 



Year ! old year 1 fast fading year ! 

Hast thou no word to say, no dyin<y word. 

Between the gloaming and tlio gloom 

thy sad doom ? 

Or Is the poor, frail, failing voico unheard, 

Unseen the wan, woalc tear? 

Your ! old your ! 

Year! old year 1 fust fading year ! 

Eternity was once in fierce travail, 

And Vuto of all things moat forlorn 

Kre tiuio war* born : 

Did not her primal agonised wail 

VICTCU thino unborn car ? 

Year ! ol<l year I 



Year ! old year ! fast fading year! 

When from the shoreless sea rolled one more wave 

World-ward, arid the Lord knew 'twas thou, 

Upon thy brow, 

Scrawled He tho gaunt old legend of the grave, 

In foam-flakos dank and drear ? 

Year ! old year ! 

Year ! old year ! fast fading year ! 

Was thy last sun not pulo for jnl/a .salco 

Or lovc'fei? Nay I gliding otherwhere, 

O'er marsh or zaoro, 

\ 

Glanced ho not back upon hia wasteful wake, 
Or shed a wistful tear ? 
Year I old year ! 



Year ! old year ! poor, lost old year ! 

Thy knoll is tolling now ; tlio talo is told 

Of thy brief days ; thy Hfu is done 

With scarce goal TV on : 

Thno claims his dead, and lays thoo stark and cold 

Upon his misty bier, 

Year ! old year ! 

Year ! old year ! poor dead old year ! 

Thy face was comely once, thy voice oueo sweet 

To hear, and once athwart thy brow, 

Not dark as now, 

Shone glow-worm gleams ol' hope, some flashes fleot 

Of joy that eamo not near ! 

Year ! eld year I 
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Nay, what was tliy message, year ? 

Of old leaves withered, or of new loves gono ? 

Of Joy that will not tarry long ? 

Or of sweet song 

Silenced cro half the singing time ia done ? 

Or of dead hope and sero P 

Year ! old year I 

Yoa, thy fruit, thou sped old year, 

Was dead-sea fruit spi'img of anil ooso, and tod 

Ou bitter gall and bitt'rer rue ; 

Whereof tho hue 

Was death ; -whereof tho tanlo was molton lead, 

Cold ash, or frozen War. 

Year 1 okl year ! 



Butterfly and Moth 



A pansy-pinioned butterfly, 
Flitting from roso to mignonette, 
Espiod a moth on wh)<^ to liio 
To where an open en semen I mot- 
The dusking day \vith timid light, 
That cv'ry minute grow more bright. 


Said butterfly to moth in joat, 

" What whigtf yon, conum, on your way ? 
TJjQ sun id all but /juiio to rest : 
They lurry now -who Inrry niny, 
For flowci'H Jujro uro awcet to we-, 
And sweeter still for company/' 
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But hero the busy trifler spied, 
Ere half his jesting speech was done, 
A tall white lily by tho side 
Of a steep bank that kissed tho sun ; 
And flitted forth incontinent, 
On ever-changing pleasure bent. 

The moth scarce seemed to hoed the song, 

* 
But sped demurely on his way, 

As one impelled by purpose strong 
"Whom way-side trifles might not stay ; 
Till past tho curtained casement frame, 
Wilh deathless love ho fed tho Jflamo. 
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But ere Lis life \vas hrJf consumed, 
I seemed to hero cone rrmrauiring, 
As of a soul to silence doomed 
(Though Death for him vr&o roffc cf oting) 
Who still would voico his inaoat j;a!n, 
And v/ould not mako his pausiou vain. 

That fi\Toct ciad wail no mortal our, 
Though knulrod pnssioa givo it name, 
May in the body ever hoar, 
For singoing wing and hissing frame*-* 
Burnt-offerings of steadfast love 
On the high altar reared above. 
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With inward souse he sees the light, 
Ho feels it in his inmost coul : 
He finds ii fair, ho knows it bright ; 
lie seeks it for his destined goal ; 
Welcome to hii-a tho chiir.tening firo, 
For lovs ia ono with lovu's doairo* 

Shall love at love's hanrl sock for good 
Alono soft Him-shino and iv.voot fJmdc ; 
And way-sido blooms; and blithe ubodc 
In yonder smiling valloy-glaclo ; 
Smooth paths tlmt vrill carers tho feet; 
Swoet wines to drink, swoct food to oat P 
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Shall love at love's hand v/ince or cry , 
If e'er frosts stiijg, or hcfc enns cmite; 
And bitter tears thai bite uhe eye 
Well up unbid ; and c,cli33 thai YrTito 

T7rir.l:loc en the angnislictl Iiciirlj 
gallcy-m&vka iiat ^te'or depart? 

Go to! thy crcocl 13 y^arii'orno. 

Nay ! inuy not lovn onco oiuito for love ? 

la travail vaiu ? Do tiiols OOIISG 

In wrath aluiio ? I Fry ! rp nl;ovo f 

Thy fire and li^lit, thy wrath and ruth, 

Are witnesses of ono saino truth. 
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Say which clays aoonoat light or fire, 
The sun speeds swiftest cr the day ? 
"Why need llxo fearless heart onqiiiro 
If wrath may quicken, ruth may slay, 
When faith and hopo aro given to love, 
And all consecrated above ? 

A voice calls ! and tho exiled soul 

Bojoiciug, answers back cc I come ! s> 

n 

What boots it how tho goal is won, 

Tho way was long and wearisome, 
The way was long, and bleak and strait. 
And 'twas an agony to wait* 
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An unsung Ifljll in his life, 
Tho little fragile moiii reveals, 
The primal lay of mortal strife 
To wm tho light that deaili conceals : 
And dying thus he leaves behind, 
A burning meaccigo fov hi^ hind. 
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THEEE SOHHETB 

i 

Dawn 

Whim my Queen was first garbrdod with light 
Oi luscious \roin:uihoo<l and liarmony 
Of .soft, down curving lineament:'., her oye 
Yol lacked t.'io rfluam of lurking firo; tliu friglit 
Or vague (Ichiro v/oa y< k t unknown delight; 
Aiul eyc-li(b drooped not yul with hoaitanoy. 
]*ut whim lovo camtj at hist with ronaulous might, 
SUo wtood a goddess in her 



Lovo rinmo af* laal-, t!io rrovrn of nil L.>v 
Aiul lovoliiiOKB, I J;IK U V it, by tlm fjflna 
Of a rtj*agj light in her t^yo^ and in hor Face 
Tho Hush aH of somo happy walciiif; drcfuni : 
A most bewitching sh^neMS oumo upaco, 
To Ixj my agony ai*d joy upreiue, 
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II 
Storra 

And with llio 3r-wn of love i,hore came the time, 

When ?'\e"i thur; JnicrlR'iaeJ t;rc lived in Scree 

Rois;t : ou zncrson-ly. Unskilled to pierce 

The en;, it i;f r.Lmri^o oraotJo;i, or to climb 

With tscatholt'Sti steps up the huge steeps sublime 

Of pa^Hion, doubty would como to us, and tears 

Of JGiil'HHj rajfo to sink us in the alimo 

Of dunk dv^piiir, uud alongh of secret fears, 

Not ofUnu Love had days informed with lifo 
Intense. World-igiionint, in sooth, wo woro; 
IFaply lujart-i^y)oraTit; w(3 dnracl explore 
Lovc'ii utmost reaclu s, guidcless in tlie strife 
With no\v dosirOB ; nor feared to bravo the stir 
Of rolling waves on passion's restless shore. 



III 

Calm 
* ' ACtor a riicrm ccznoth a calm " so says 

The provcib. F*'Cza tho crucible ol pain 
Our lovo roco puro o^ dross* Molted in, rain 
"Were no;v tlio threatening clouds of fomcr days : 
N"or (Yn\ tiw p^Hal sun witbhulsl hia royB. 
Woukl wo not wiisli to live tlii/ao (lays aguinP 
I know not. Ask thoco v;cunclul in forays : 
" Ho ]osts nt Bcnra" I uiws tlio old rufruin. 



Ant! y:U And yot tlio storm, tliey Ray, hath 
To |iliiflo, and cbutls a buauty of tli^Ir own ; 

Ami iho wild buffotinpf of winds is knowii 
To fjivo d(H}j]it to some, when storm-racka lowor, 
And on Ui(3 wiud-ward titnuid uro foani-flnk(?s blown 

J*Wi nfjry surjjinjj KCUH iu a niwty shower. 



3d 
A Child's first knowledge of death 



I 

The haunting records of a far oJBE clime, 
Conned through tho raist of years bring back to me 
Ono dread dark night of sleepless memory, 
"When all the npoctral silence of tlio time, 
Ari'l n trap go hourtu-nokos of a ghastly chime, 
And lingo waves crashing oa a view-lose lea, 
And high winds coughing in a fcath'ry troe, 
To iay uwoil ous intoned a most weird rhyme. 

And in a well-known bed, a well-known face 
Wukcd not but slept, and all tho hotise was hushed, 
And through tho slow-drawn horrors of the night 
Tho dear-bought knowledge of his fallen race, 
On tho distraught child's throbbing fancy rushed, 
With Tearful uoiigo of Death's imperious might. 



II 

Day dawned at length without surcease of pain 
Aud dnKcd bc\\ ildcrmeiit, Tho child halE saw, 
Hall guessed mysterious riloa with piteous awe j 
Hut Trussed thuir dire j>orU*xit ; he iniawed the chain 
Thai linked events ; scarce foil the prixnul stain 
Inovituldo ; scarce perceived tho 
That musb oftc.h lifo in fiwift pr 
For <lroad fullihucut, down th'abysiual main. 



That fatoful Any and many day A 
Wuro blurred to the* child'n cyo witli mi.st of tours 
Ilnrfiodg or sluid with ill-Mimukto lau^lxtor, 
L(,^l loving hearts should guess forWildeu fears. 
The acho ubudo with knowledge half attained : 
'Jt was denpair when certitiulo waa gained. 
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Song 

O ! sweet was love and sweet desire, 
And love's young blood -was all a-fire, 
And is knew not the dread to le, 
When last my love came homo to me. 

The sun was sifted mellow in 
The casement starred with jessamine, 
Anil 011 the gluws-pano buzzed the bee, 
When lasfc my love caino homo to me. 

Ami roses red as martyr-wound, 
Wore on the trellis-whad festooned ; 
DIue-bells hung from evory tree, 
When last nay lovo caine homo to mo. 
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Ami larkspurs on llio way-siclo grow, 
And poppies pcaiL'd \rilli silver clew, 
Pink passions maclo them floworw ihrco, 
When lual my love came home to me. 

I look from lovo closo kisses tlirco, 
Quo kitfs fur luvo and 01113 for thoo, 

And onn for way-side company, 

f 
When lut my lovo en mo homo to mo. 



I U>ok from lovo clo. M .o kii 
Homo wore for Hell, and yonio for IJoavcn, 
And Knmo for tliu thing that was lo bo, 
laat my lovo camo homo to xno. 



Song 

I mot lovo walking on the heath 

Wearily, 

Ilio foot was swart with clotted gore 

Prom stinging weeds beneath : 

And walking he made moan, 

Ah me I 

And when he clomb upon the hill \ 

Wearily, 

The wild wind amoto him on the mouth, 

And his soro heart was chill. 

IIo was alone, ulouo. 

Ah mo! 
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lie stood and looked at llio cold, cold sea 

Wearily, 

The sea will kiss the rock, lie said, 

Bui it will kiss not me. 

Alas ! .so fair, BO far t 

Ah mo ! 



At nightfall 

Wearily I 

The Single bruised Us hand arid knoo : 

And in lita heart \vas doubt, 

And in Iho heaven no star, 

Ah Mo I 
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April in Upper India 

1 

Tlio wost wind moaned Jimong the trees, 

The sad loaves shook and fell, 
The distant murmur of the bees 

Came fuinlly down lliu dell. 
Lovo lay uinnn^ his waMiod flowers ; 

Love siylnid and wing cl tlio day is long/* 
Tiiuo lauyhiMl and would not boar the wwuj. 

2 
The dapplu shadow of 11 10 lcaves 

Lay trembling <n thu gTass; 
Upon the yelluw Ktai'k&d Khotivcr> 

There wulcslii'il nnr I'H! jior ln**a. 
Lovo ^irnyctl uinnn^ his fallen 1x>w<rtf; 

Love luoitnoil and Hang "Uiii dny is 
Tirao lauglu k d and would not h< i ar the Bong 
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3 

Lazily sped the long hot day, 

The dust was in tho wind ; 
Beyond, the burning breath of May ; 

The sweets of March behind: 
Love grow awoary of the hours ; 

Love pined and san<y~~ (c tho flay i.s long 1 ;" 
Time laughed and would not hear tho aoug. 



The fierce sun shimmered on tho land, 
Tho birds their ncwtfl forsook ; 

The hot wind quivered on Ihu sand 
That Biargod the dyin^ brook; 

Lovo hmguightid vaiuly for hin mate ; 
Love sighed and Bang " tho day is 

Time laughed ami would not hear the 
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5 



Ili,j mate came with the briuf r ipringfcidc, 

With springtide sho was gone, 
His mate ccuno homo when far and wide 

Tho tweuLs of Hurch were strewn ; 
But uo\y lite In ml lay desolate; 

Low moaned uil wn^ 6{ tliu dii/ is loug; >r 



Tituo Jsiughe*! .'intl would not hear tlio 



6 

I'^uir t/iwtiuna I thy limpid plain 

Whore laved tho village maids 
Of Dnj (whoso garments once thoir a 

Purloined) lay in braids 

Of ffliBt/mn# Maud, and fcalh'ry roods : 

* 
Love sighod and sang fl tho day is long j fl 

Timo laughed and would not hear the song. 
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Tho Idla* stalhs lay sere and wan, 
And woeful bltv<r the breeze; 

And bloomlesa drooped tlio n<ij\rnnau;\' 
And cheerless stood Hie Ircca 

Love sickened \villi tlio daj T 's long pr.ins; 
Lovo sang- " tle *lny \& ve/y lung 1 ;" 



Time Uuiglu^l und AVouU! not lu-ar Lin song. 



* 1 njiprf 
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Sonnet 

(An unhappy woman on hiir lirif,dt*y) m 
It may be six and twenty sumiiDora since 
My mother's life and mine from one grew twran, 
It may be more : I loath to noto the LIMIQ 
Of rolling time. From, meanest clov;n to prince 
Of lnjh degree tho cycling years ovincu 
Somo cliunco or cliaujjo to nil pleasure, or pain, 
Joy, grief, now grif, now joy, or liopo or fpur, 
Or love- But not fur xui 1 from yciir to ypar 
A oh'inge o lot or liFo brings tliis su'l d.iy. 
Oriftf turiiLMl to fllouf, toara froxc iii poh 1 !' ico, 
Kighn chanycil If) moaning othu in. I IK? vale, 
Vv r ere fitter einlJcin thnu Ihu flowon* gay 
And MilhcrioniOj or those other gifts of price 
From f tii Ihrul friend ,s unconscious of my lale. 



IN MEMOBIAM 

0. K. L 
Qbiit. 16-8-04 



"Weep, weep poor child ! poor stricken child I 
Thine eyes havo need of welling toars ; 
Brief months havo been, for thoo as years : 
Ho sloops who late had fondly smiled, 

Gazed fondly at thy up-turned face, 
To read the welcome iu thine eyes 
Ororulean as our summer tikioB* 
And pure us is a thing of grace* 

Aye, sleeps : and ho will wnho no more ; 
But mimmer skies will fctill be clear : 
And when tho rain comes in mid-year, 
Brooks will run and torrents roar ; 



Between the tombstones grass will grow, 
Flowers in fields and thriving corn ; 
And trees lato of their brav'ry shorn 
By autumn, make a braver show : 

Many a moon will wax and wane, 
And thou wilt mark her fickle raco ; 
But ho that sleeps with tranquil face, 
Will not, can not wake again. 

Call him fond naraos by lovo hold dear ; 
Put thy heart's passion in thine eyes: 
Alaa ! the stricken can not rise ; 
lie will not see, ho will not hear. 

"What were his ("toys that they should fail ? 
What was thy love that it should haste 
A dainly garden all laid wasto 
I3y sudden blast of ulcoL aud hail- 
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A lily in the valley grow, 
A puro white lily lull and fair 
A gem that grows BOt everywhere ; 
A ray that takes nut every hue. 

A lit Lie iamb of speoldess vvhito 
Harked by the shepherd for liis own, 
And pcfctud when the day was clone, 
A lamb thab might be lamb or sprite. 

Those were but yesterday. Today 
I BOO the lily pale and sere, 
I see and weep a silent tear, 
For grief thut "will not pass a\vay 

Was it a wolf that scared the lamb 
A grim, grey wolf wiLh himyry mav/ ? 
The lamb lies blooding on the straw, 
Botvrcon the stricken sire and dam. 
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One liolda the woild is all askew : 
Ono that tLo fittesL will survive, 
Kerne other : one t3i it -,ve who live 
Will clio. Oh God ! If these bo Iruo. 



Hnrk yonder pile of built up lire : 
Nny, stray not ncur it ns you go ; 
No living tliiug ms:y Jii-tok iLs 3lov 
Cousiauiug as a frnjcrfJ pyre. 



A lililc \vliile. p.nd finj./jrn il 
With tr)il and tools of simple 
From ouli the fiaiuos a oraoiblo 
And lol 'tis gold that iill tlio reft : 



, yellow gold, but chastened much ; 
Gold freo of dross or base alloy, 
Purged by a firo tlint might destroy 
An element of flimsier touch. 
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Not vainly was llie human soul 
Made kin to sorrow from its birth, 

That so its elemental worth 



Be chastened for the Heavenly goal. 

Is not God's pity sweet to have 
And sweet to hold ! Tf this bo so, 
Then too is Borrow pyreot to l^iov\ r , 
Sweet Tor the spirit that is brave. 

Out of the firo thy soul may rise 
Goil-liulpcd to pnrov, holier life ; 
And memory of a by-gone strife 
Bo held a portion and a prize. 
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God's cunning hand we cannot tell : 
TIo luui a salve for broken hearts ; 
Ami though Iho wounded surface smarts 
Tn His own way Ho makes it Troll, 

Peace, then my child ! Nay wipe thy tears : 
Listen to tho Healer's voico aloft; 
Ifo Bpouks in accents tender-soft : 
Listen, for he that hearkens hours, 
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A Dream of Youth 



Methought I dreamt a dream, 
Delicious, sense-onthralling 1 , 

That one, forsooth may doom 

Was come oE Heaven's own calling. 

Tlio joys of life were there. 

Such joys as never pall, 
And all of earth or air 

Seemed beautiful withal. 

The joy that beamed within me 

Shone mirrored all about, 
Aud my notes of ooslaey 

Were echoed with a shout. 

Each phase of smiling nature 

To me was full oF gloe : 
With every living creature 

My heart had sympathy. 



Earh liny little flayer 

In garden, swarrl or huith, 
Ayn! every blade of dovu 1 

With nought but jy tliil b 



In every rustic man ten 
I HUW a. Uunu'aml rl 

\Vitli liomely viriiit-s l.'iil 
Worthy my loving 

Ami nouht of vi<tu ir f. 






copcM my vson 
No HnnWj no bewailing 
Wu;s over soon or h 



And "alwayrt to ho hlesivtl M 
Was not the lot of niiin, 

Vov blosKin^ I confosfu^l 
O'crflowuil our mortal 
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In such a world mcthought 
I lived and had my being, 

Where faith was sold nor bought, 
Where seeing was believing* 

And then there camo a waking 

My happy dream was gone ; 
The shadows of my making 
van faked one by one. 



Alas! it was no* dream 

But stern reality, 

The type of what I deem 

Youth's ideality. 

On lightning wings it came 

On lightning wings 'twas gono 
Youth is an empty name 

The 'blushes, ol a daw,n, 
* ' 



